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limelight on her that did not include him also, and carried her off
to form another circle with Andreyva and Gorki.
Throughout the rest of the night until the party broke up I
could only look at her from a distance, and almost surreptitiously.
I wanted to talk to her, to learn all that had happened to her,
explain myself to her, but not before Irma and her husband. That
was impossible. Nor did she show any desire, apparently, to talk
to me.
1 had hoped that the Jew might invite me to visit them, but
he did not. On the way home Irma tackled me about Natasha,
I had known for some time now that there was a wasp behind
Irma's eyes, and in the succeeding weeks the subject of Natasha
and my former relationship with her was a flower which she danced
before herself to bring it out. Perhaps I gave her cause. I admit
that this new Natasha was often in my thoughts. But we did not
meet. No opportunity came my way, I knew that the Jew had got
his job with Gorki and that Andreyva was giving Natasha a post
as one of her organizers. But she had made no attempt to communi-
cate with me, and I respected her apparent wish to be left alone,
Nevertheless, her existence was a grievance with which the waspish
Irma did not cease to plague me day and night. The situation was
ripening past bearing-point when the Bolsheviks gave me my first
opportunity to escape.